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Emmy Veronica Sanders 

My laughter, 

Let it thaw 

Those boulders of black ice — 

Your hard moralities, 

Your bleak utilities — 

And sow violets in their place. 

There is laughter ringing softly 

From the golden shell of the sky. 

There is laughter ringing in the rills 

That come tripping down the bronze and purple hillside 

Insolently. 

Trees are swaying to and fro, 

Laughter in the rustle and the flitter of their leaves. 

And the air is warm and tremulous with laughter 

Rising from the lips that lie 

Mute beneath tombstones. 

Deaf one, 

Listen 

To the scarlet wind! 

There are sobs in the wind. 



INTO THESE THINGS 

The grasp of their hands has grown cold. 
Furnaces needed 
Red fire. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Their little souls, 

Their cowardly cramped souls — 

Bigness went 

To steel and to stone. 

Slow and feeble their breath. 
Do you hear the white steam 
Panting? 

There is no music in their hearts. 
Engines know rhythm, 
Engines make 
Loudness. 

If their eyes are 
Without longing, 
Do not numbers 
Create themselves? 

And if their lips show not 
The deep proud curve of passion, 
Are not cities 
Passionate ? 

Furnaces, steel towers, engines, cities— 

And the pale-eyed people crawling, 

Emptied 

Into these things. 
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